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INTRODUCTION. 


NEXT  to  the  genuine  pleasure  of  qualifying  myself 
for  place  in  the  "  galaxy  "  of  minor  poets,  has  un- 
doubtedly been  the  pleasure  of  intimacy  with  the 
unassuming  author  of  this  little  book.  His  unpre- 
tentiousness  is  evidenced,  I  think,  in  his  desire  that  I 
should  provide  this  foreword.  Be  that  as  it  may,  I 
trust  I  shall  not  be  guilty  of  insincerity  in  my  effort 
to  comply  with  his  desire. 

No  one  knows  better  than  the  author  himself  that, 
from  a  literary  point  of  view,  his  work  has  no  claim 
to  high  commendation  ;  but  it  is  nevertheless  certain 
his  only  wish,  that  some  few  humble  souls  will  find 
pleasure  and  perhaps  profit  in  its  perusal,  will  be 
realised. 

Let  the  hypercritical  reader  chuckle  as  he  will — 
the  wonder  is  that  these  homely  effusions,  with  all 
their  literal  defects,  could  have  been  inspired  amidst 
the  deafening  din  of  looms,  in  the  very  heart  of  that 
prosaic,  monotonous  environment  wherein  so  many 
thousands  grope  daily,  and  are  never  conscious  of  a 
single  poetic  sentiment. 

I  would  beg  the  reader  to  keep  that  fact  in  re- 
membrance and  these  verses  are  bound  to  be  of 
peculiar  interest. 

J.  R. 

October,  1917. 


CHRISTMAS  THOCHTS. 

I've  thocht  it  ower,  it  seemed  tae  me 

As  I  sat  doon  last  Christmas  nicht. 
This  warld  is  gaein'  a'  agee 

For  want  o'  whit  is  Christian  licht, 
We've  ministers  o'  every  creed 

Wha  pit  the  Bible  noo  tae  shame, 
While  some  are  no  wi'  war  agreed 

They  daurna  venture  tae  proclaim. 

The  Maister  says  lat  there  be  peace, 

O  harken  unto  Me,  my  flock, 
An'  bid  a'  warring  nations  cease 

An'  look  tae  Christ  wha  is  the  Rock, 
It's  want  o'  faith  in  whit  they  teach 

They'd  raither  miss  whit's  thrust  upon 

her 
It's  mair  their  wey  tae  pray  an'  preach 

O'  times  whan  we'll  hae  peace  wi'  honour. 

The  Bible  lessons  dinna  tell 
Tae  mete  oot  vengeance  on  oor  foe ; 

It  only  mak's  this  airth  a  hell 
If  we  return  them  blow  for  blow, 
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Nae  doot  it  gangs  against  the  grain 

For  evil  tae  return  the  guid, 
But  if  we're  Christians  then  the  strain 

We'll  nobly  bear  as  Christians  shuid. 

Your  duty  noo  is  stand  the  test 

An'  show  in  war  ye'll  hae  nae  haun' ; 
Tae  work  in  faith  aye  for  the  best 

Tho'  wi'  the  few  ye  hae  tae  staun', 
It's  a'  sae  easy  wi'  the  stream 

Tae  lat  its  current  tak'  ye  thro', 
Instead  o'  warstlin'  'gainst  a  scheme 

That  tak's  the  liberty  frae  you. 

In  clash  o'  arms  I  see  nae  charms, 

Ae  man  I  coont  as  guid's  anither ; 
The  workin'  class  it  only  harms, 

There's  nae  gain  got  in  slayin'  a  brither. 
It  only  gangs  tae  show  hoo  far 

In  depth  o'  sin  can  sink  oor  station, 
Unmindfu'  o'  the  Bethlehem  star, 

Wha's  rays  shed  oot  tae  every  nation. 
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THE  PAIRTIN'. 

In  biddin'  ye  fareweel  noo  lass 

It  conjures  up  afore  me, 
Sweet  recollections  as  we  pass 

Ower  years  lang  gane  afore  ye  ; 
An  pleesant  are  oor  thochts  o'  you 

Noo  that  yer  leave  ye're  takin' ; 
Frae  hairts  oor  wish  rings  oot  sae  true 

N«w  freends  ye'll  sune  be  makin' ; 
An*  if  kind  providence  shuid  grant 

Lang  years  on  airth  tae  tarry, 
May  fortune  smile  an'  ye  ne'er  want, 

Oor  fervent  wish  ye  carry  ; 
It's  noo  a  wheen  o'  years,  ye'll  min', 

Since  first  we  were  acquented, 
An'  a'  oor  thochts  o'  you  are  kin', 

Tae  pairt  we  sair  lament  it ; 
An  tho'  the  bell  ye  winna  hear 

Tae  ring  ye  tae  yer  wark, 
We  wish  ye  weel  an'  a'  guid  cheer ; 

Wi'  freedom  frae  a'  care  an'  cark. 
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A  DAY  IN  THE  COUNTRY. 

0  sweet  is  the  joy  that  my  bosom  noo  fills, 
An'  lichtsome  the  time  sae  expended  ; 

Awa'  frae  the  toon  wi'  its  trauchle  an'  ills, 
Tae  the  country  wi'  green  fields  extended. 

1  aft  times  get  weary  an'  gae  for  a  stroll 
Whaur    the    heather    an'    broom    fresh    are 

bloomin', 

An'  watch  the  wee  lammies  sae  playfully  roll 
An'  the  bee  honey  sweet  there  consumin'. 

0  that  is  the  place  whaur  nature  employs 
Her  handiwark,  hoo  it  engenders 

A  feelin'  o'  pleasure  in  life  an'  its  joys 
An'  houp  in  the  future  it  renders. 

1  wander  alang  whaur  the  wee  burnies  rin 

Wi'  music  tae  me  juist  like  singin', 
The  birds  come  tae  drink  an'  wi'  chatter  an'  din 
Fu'  sweetly  their  notes  they  keep  ringin'. 

O  pleasant  the  oors  sae  sweetly  I  spend, 
Lang  may  I  be  spaired  tae  gae  roamin', 

'Mang  the  flo'ers  an'  the  trees,  wha's  shelter  aft 

lend 
A  sweet  coortin'  place  in  the  gloamin'. 

An'  mony  a  day  in  the  auld-farrant  way 

Some  lad  tae  his  lass  is  a  tellin' 
Wi'  rapture,  the  po'er  that  her  charms  for  him 
hae 

While  her  een  answer  back  wi'  love  wellin'. 
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TAE  THE  KIRK  MANAGERS. 

I  got  your  paper,  bye-the-bye, 
The  notice  in  it  taen  my  eye, 
It  looked  tae  me  juist  unco  sly, 

Your  mode  o'  sendin', 
Tae  gaither  "  tin  "  you'd  hae  a  try 

Your  weys  need  mendin'. 

It's  no  "  Carnegie  "  that's  ma  name, 
Nor  freend  o'  him  o'  "  money  "  fame, 
A  workin'  chap  is  a'  I  claim 

Wha  wadna  swin'le, 
Ye've  onlie  got  yersel'  tae  blame 

Shuid  your  flock  dwin'le. 

Is  this  religion  in  this  guise  ? 
If  that  be  so,  I  must  despise, 
As  shairly  it  cou'd  ne'er  entise 

A  perfect  stranger, 
Unless  improvement  ye  devise 

I'll  be  a  ranger. 

I  wadna  like  a  sheep  be  bled, 
Nor  by  the  nose  for  kirk  be  led ! 
By  them  wha  manage  an'  seem  gled 

"  It's  no  the  Minister," 
Wha  mak's  the  fouk  sae  sune  up  fed 

Wi'  motive  sinister. 
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On  jinein'  the  kirk  I  understood 

Frae  whit  was  said  by  Treasurer  Wood, 

That  unmolested  there  I  cou'd 

For  annual  dollar, 
Sit  there  an'  nae  ane  ever  shou'd 

Try  mair  tae  collar. 

An'  since  I've  peyed  that  sum  tae  you, 
I  feel  quite  justified  tae  view, 
Tae  man  or  kirk  I'm  naething  due, 

Ye'll  understan'  me, 
Whan  I  say  this  ye'll  get  my  pew 

If  ye  underhan'  be. 

De'il  tak'  ye  for  a  greedy  sinner ! 
Your  hurry  man  is  a'  your  hin'er, 
Whit  gars  ye  hunt  me  up,  I  win'er, 

Tae  pey  ma  pew ; 
Puir  patience  ;  ye  wad  chase  an'  skin  her, 

My  rent's  no  due. 

I'm  no  gi'en  ower  tae  forms  o'  bettin', 

Or  troubled  wi'  a  lot  o'  frettin', 

Tak'  this  frae  me ;  nae  mair  ye're  gettin', 

Ye  needna  fashj 
For  noo  ma  seat  ye  can  be  lettin' : 

It  winna  wash. 
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It's  bad  enough  whan  fouks  ahent 
Wi'  tithes  an'  taxes,  landlords'  rent, 
Wi'  no  a  single  copper  cent, 

For  them  tae  thole, 
But  as  for  debt  I  hae  nae  bent, 

It's  no  my  role. 

The  seat-rent,  man,  is  peyed  forehanded, 
Whit  richt  hae  ye  then  tae  demand  it  ? 
Sic  orders,  sir,  are  gey  high  handed — 

I'll  no  submit ; 
To  sic  an  autocrat's  commandmit 

I'll  raither  flit. 

So  let  ma  seat  as  sune's  ye  can 
I'll  leave  yer  hoardin',  miser  clan, 
An'  failin'  sittin'  doon,  I'll  staun' 

Ootside  yer  biggin' ; 
I'll  maybe  get  a  seat  fu'  graun', 

'Neath  Heaven's  riggin'. 
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TO  A  CHUM  IN  THE  TRENCHES. 

Tho'  ye  are  far  awa'  frae  hame 

An'  a'  the  bonnie  lasses, 
They  aft  times  dae  reca'  your  name 

Wi'  love  that  nought  surpasses. 

I  houp  that  ye'll  return  aince  mair 
An'  lang  be  spaired  in  life  tae  battle, 

Yer  welcome  will  be  warm  I'm  shair 
Whan  ye  are  dune  wi'  cannon's  rattle. 

Ye've  played  your  pairt  richt  nobly  lad, 
Yer  toonsfouk  o'  ye  are  sae  prood, 

They'll  ring  the  bells  tae  mak'  ye  glad 
For  hame  an'  hearth  ye  bravely  stood. 
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TO  A  CHUM  AT  THE  FRONT. 

In  hamely  rhyme  my  wish  I  sen' 
Frae  Scotland,  land  o'  mount  an'  glen, 
Whaur  hairts  are  min'fu'  aye  ye  ken 

An'  for  ye  speir, 
Yer  name  craps  up  ilk  noo  an'  then 

Each  passin'  year. 

I  kenna  hoo  ye  fare,  my  lad, 
But  whit  wi'  war  we're  feelin'  bad, 
An'  mony  a  hame  will  be  gey  sad 

I  raither  fear ; 
But  we  maun  cheer  an'  mak'  them  glad 

Wi'  wish  sincere. 

Some  day  whan  reason  gets  her  chance, 
At  war  the  fouk  will  look  askance, 
God's  kingdom  it  cou'd  ne'er  enhance. 

The  meanin's  plain ; 
If  ye  wad  mak'  "  The  Great  Advance  " 

Aye  that  maintain. 

I  close  my  verse  wi'  "  Luck  tae  you," 
May  Fate  be  kin'  an'  bring  ye  thro', 
Tho'  cloods  be  dark  enough  the  noo, 

Faith  glimmers  in ; 
As  chums  we'll  be  aye  leal  an'  true 

Thro'  thick  or  thin. 
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THOCHTS  ABOOT  MAIRRIAGE. 

Weel,  Rab,  yer  caird  I  got  a'  richt, 
Wi'  bachelor  days  yer  dune, 

In  wedded  bands  o'  love  f u'  ticht 
Ye  gang  on  honeymune. 

May  joy  come  thick  an'  fest  tae  you, 

A'thing  ye  try  gae  richt, 
An'  sweet  contentment  fill  ye  fou, 

Wi'  hame  an'  wife  sae  bricht. 

I've  hardly  gotten  ower  the  shock, 
Ye've  sprung  it  a'  sae  quick, 

Whan  at  oor  door  the  postie's  knock, 
I  rin  tae  see  wha's  dune  the  trick. 

First  it  wis  Willie  ;  then  Ned  Scott ; 

Syne,  Rab,  ye've  followed  suit, 
Jeck  Johnston  he  jined  in  the  plot, 

Noo  whit's  it  a'  aboot  ? 

There  maun  be  somethin'  in  the  air 

Infectious  like,  I'd  think, 
As  ilka  ane  is  noo  a  pair 

That  fact  they  canna  blink. 
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Ye  tell  me  I  shuid  tak'  a  wife, 

I  "  kenna  whit  I  miss, 
As  a"  the  pleasures  in  oor  life 

Are  got  by  haein'  this." 

I've  tried  my  haun'  at  keepin*  doos, 
Birds,  rabbits,  an'  white  mice, 

But  whan  I  tire  o't  law  aloos 
Tae  sell  them  at  a  price. 

But  that's  no  sae,  wi*  weemen-kind, 
Thae  stick  tae  ye  like  glue, 

Nae  market  for  them  can  ye  find 
Whan  yer  stickin'  for  a  sou. 

Tae  wrang  the  sex  I  dinna  mean, 

I  ken  some  gey  guid  hens, 
But,  losh,  hoo  mony  hae  I  seen 

Far  wan'ered  frae  their  pens  ? 

Some  day  nae  doot  my  turn  will  come, 
The  glad  eye  it  micht  bring, 

A  "  Miss  "  wha's  no  amiss  tae  chum 
Me,  whan  I've  had  my  fling. 

But  till  that  day  I'll  ca'  awa' 

As  in  the  past  I've  dune, 
My  sun's  fu'  bricht,  if  no  sae  braw, 

Or  sweet  as  "  honey  "  mune. 
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A  DAY  ON  THE  PRO-MARKET  STALL. 

My  pencil  noo  I  tak'  in  haun', 

Ye  see  it  maun  be  le(a)d, 
Tae  tell  ye  o'  the  dainties  graun' 

Doon  on  oor  sta'  we  spread. 

While  I  assisted  tae  unpack 

The  sweeties  an'  the  candy, 
An'  choice  o'  them  we  had  nae  lack, 

'Twas  then  "  she  "  cam'  in  handy. 

In  settin'  oot  the  dishes  fu' 

Sae  temptingly  displayed, 
Each  ane  load  up  \vi'  scones  on  view 

In  doilies  neat  arrayed. 

We'd  caramels  an'  jolly  boys, 

An'  cocoanut  ice  sae  (n)ice, 
Tae  sweet  the  mou'  it  sae  alloys 

Some  cam'  tae  buy  it  twice. 

An'  puddin's,  tae,  we  selt  the  lot, 
An'  could  hae  dune  a  hantle  mair, 

It  must  be  value  that  thae  got, 
Or  was't  the  magnet  fair  ? 

But  tae  the  pint,  lat  me  noo  tell 

The  sweetest  thing  o'  a' 
Wis  Erne,  there,  her  ain  wee  sel', 

For  me,  tae  tak'  awa'. 

An'  on  the  journey  hame  I  ween 

The  time  it  slippit  fast, 
Tho'  this  my  first  attempt  has  been, 

Thinks  I,  it's  no  my  last. 
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A  LASSIE'S  LAMENT. 

I  canna  sit  contentit  noo, 

Wi'  sorrow  aye  I'm  frettin', 
Since  pairtin*  grief  has  filled  me  fou, 

Sae  doon  a  tear  I'm  lettin'. 
He  went  and  jmed  the  H.L.I., 

Awa'  tae  dae  his  pairt, 
Whaur  guns  their  deidly  shells  lat  fly 

An'  ruin  hame  an'  hairt, 
A  quiet  lad,  his  mind's  no  bent 

On  sheddin'  bluid  an'  killin', 
But  tae  their  schemes  his  ear  wis  lent 

An'  his  promise  he's  fulnllin' ; 
We  wish  him  weel,  an  honest  chiel, 

May  war  his  hame  ne'er  darken, 
Back  blythe  an'  gay,  tae  mak'  us  feel 

In  mood  again  for  larkin', 
That's  hoo  we're  feelin'  for  ye,  lad, 

Ye  dinna  mind  us  tellin', 
Yer  cheery  voice  aye  made  us  glad 

Wi'  joy  oor  hairts  aye  wellin', 
We're  lookin'  forrit  tae  the  day 

Whan  hame  ye  will  be  comin', 
Unscarred  wi'  war,  mair  pranks  tae  play 

An'  peacefu'  sangs  aye  strummin'. 
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AN  AULD  DUNDEE  LIGHT. 
ANN  KNIGHT — AGED  105  YEARS. 

Born  in  the  year  auchteen  an'  twel', 
Auld  Ann  Knicht's  been  rale  gritty  ; 

A  hardy  ane,  as  a'  can  teii 

As  ever  lived  in  Dundee's  city. 

Her  mem'ry  lo'es  tae  wan'er  back 
Tae  days  whan  in  her  prime, 

She  likes  tae  lat  ye  hear  her  crack 
O'  hoo  thae  fared  in  her  young  time. 

It  does  yer  hairt  a  bit  o'  guid 

Comparin'  then  an'  now, 
It  mak's  ye  feel  the  best  o'  bluid 

Wis  bred  on  "  Quarry  Knowe." 

Her  gairden  there  wis  wont  tae  be, 

She  seems  tae  see  it  yet, 
Tae  speak  o't  hoo  it  lichts  her  e'e 

An'  eases  life's  sair  fret. 

Ower  auld  at  forty  some  fouk  say, 
Whit  havers,  noo  I'm  shair, 

Auld  granny  Knicht's  alive  the  day 
If  proof  were  needed  mair. 
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It's  no  sair  wark  that  kills  puir  fouk, 

Else  she'd  been  deid  I  fear, 
As  mony  a  year  she  had  tae  houk 

Or  delve  a  raw  \vhaur  they  cou'd  rear. 

Their  tatties,  cabbages,  an'  leeks, 

An'  grow  their  ain  green  kail, 
This  puir  but  sonsy  feedin'  speaks 

Hoo  granny  is  sae  hale. 

Noo  as  life's  ebbin'  tide  rins  low 

An'  een  are  growin'  dim, 
Her  Scripture  knowledge  gaes  tae  show 

The  faith  that's  placed  in  Him. 

Wha  marks  the  sparrows  whan  they  fa', 

Frae  His  high  hame  abune  ; 
Will  welcome  granny  tae  His  Ha' 

Whan  airthly  cares  are  dune. 
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CONSCIENCE  AND  CONSCRIPTION. 

As  conscience  makes  me  say  I  wont 

In  murder  have  a  part, 
With  courage  firm  I'll  say  I  DON'T 

And  ne'er  intend  to  start. 

What  tho'  the  many  may  deride 
And  rate  me  'mong  the  slackers, 

The  moral  gain  is  on  my  side, 
Tho'  few  I  count  as  backers. 

Conscription  on  you,  Britons,  free, 

Can  this  go  past  unheeded  ? 
All  manhood  gone  unless  you  see 

That  grit,  and  will  power's  needed, 

To  free  you  from  the  bond  of  slaves 

Impelled  by  monied  force, 
Industrial  tools  to  crafty  knaves 

Hell  surely  is  their  source. 

So  them  defy  and  let  them  try  ; 

Stand  firm  together,  all  to  dare, 
No  shirker  he,  who  says  he'll  die 

Before  he'll  join  in  mad  warfare. 
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No  coward  he,  as  time  will  tell, 
But  rebel  'gainst  a  coward's  will, 

To  stop  oppression's  downward  spell 
He  keeps  in  mind  "  Thou  shalt  not  kill." 

Tho'  life  be  sweet  in  manhood's  bloom, 
Yet  rather  would  I  pine  and  sicken, 

In  prison  cell,  a  living  tomb, 

Before  a  brother's  end  I'd  quicken. 

Wake  up  ye  men  o'er  all  the  world, 

Send  forth  your  clarion  call, 
And  count  not  where  chance  first  unfurled  , 

Its  flag,  to  bind  you  in  its  thrall. 

The  only  claim  I  count  as  mine 

To  try  all  wrath  to  smother,  , 

And  nearer  bring  the  day  to  shine 
When,  truly,  we'll  love  one  another. 
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WHY  WARS  GO  ON. 
When  we  read  the  daily  news, 

News  of  horror  men  call  war  ; 
And  we  see  our  Statesmen's  views 

We  must  stronger  push  it  far, 
It's  not  time  to  talk  of  peace  now, 

We  must  avenge  our  fallen  dead ; 
And  our  foemen  we  must  show  how 

Our  traditional  paths  we  tread. 

Thus  we  weave  a  wreath  of  glory, 

And  we  deck  our  heroes'  shrine ; 
That  the  young  may  learn  the  story 

Of  the  gallant  "  Thin  Red  Line," 
And  Trafalgar's  day  we  cherish, 

Nelson's  monument  beflag, 
That  his  fame  may  never  perish, 

Nor  our  patriotism  lag-. 

War  is  looked  upon  quite  grandly, 

All  are  told  that  each  is  right, 
While  the  profiteer  quite  blandly 

From  afar  will  view  the  fight ; 
Then  he  scans  the  current  prices, 

But  will  wait  till  markets  rise, 
Crafty,  cunning  his  devices, 

Heedless  of  the  orphans'  cries. 

Unscrupulous  war -profit-monger ! 

How  he  studies  stocks  and  shares, 
And  his  bank  account  grows  stronger 

As  you  must  purchase  his  wares  ; 
Patriotic  ?     We  had  never 

Any  cause  the  vaunt  to  doubt, 
He  subscribes  to  war  loans  ever 

When  there's  five  per  cent,  about. 
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He  forgets  the  lonely  homestead, 

And  the  mother's  aching  heart, 
She  who  ne'er  will  hear  the  foot-tread 

Of  her  boy,  so  young  and  smart, 
Who  to  her  was  life  and  sweetness, 

From  a  prattling  little  child 
Nursed  to  manhood's  full  repleteness — 

Strong  of  limb,  heart  undefiled. 

Till  the  demon  with  his  luring 

Tells  him  of  his  country's  fight ; 
With  the  view  of  him  securing, 

Bids  him  think  of  home,  and  right, 
We  are  out  to  help  small  nations, 

'Tis  our  duty  to  the  weak  ; 
Lest  the  knaves  in  lordly  stations 

Fain  to  trample  them  would  seek. 

Thus  he  hears  of  Britain's  glory ; 

Then  the  bagpipes  loudly  skirl— 
'Tis  the  same  old  sordid  story 

To  entrap  men  in  its  whirl — 
And  he  volunteered — enlisted  ; 

Drums  are  beating,  pipes  they  lilt^ 
And  the  sergeant  he  insisted, 

He  should  go  and  don  a  kilt. 

Of  our  army  we  oft  boasted, 

We  knew  we'd  get  the  volunteers, 
Who  would  see  the  Kaiser  roasted, 

Of  his  conscripts  we'd  no  fears  ; 
In  our  heads  we  had  the  notion 

All  to  us  must  bow  the  knee, 
We  had  ever  ruled  the  ocean, 

Britons  proud,  and  Britons  free. 
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Men  were  caught  up  with  the  glamour, 

Drilled,  and  sent  off  to  the  front. 
Some  are  maimed  ;  for  rights  they  clamour 

After  bearing  battlers  brunt, 
From  a  nation  great  and  wealthy, 

Just  sufficient  of  its  store  ; 
To  enable  lives,  once  healthy, 

To  exist  on  ;  nothing  more. 

They  were  heroes  in  the  battle, 

How  we  praised  their  daring  fight ; 
Storming  trenches  mid  the  rattle 

Of  the  cannon's  deadly  might. 
Can  we  Britons  in  our  glory 

Let  our  warriors  pine  and  fret? 
Have  they  never  heard  the  story, 

"  A  grateful  land  v/ill  ne'er  forget  "  ? 

Then  again  the  man  with  will-power, 

Knowing  warfare  far  from  right, 
Standing  firm  court-martial's  dread  hour, 

True  to  conscience,  will  not  fight, 
Not  a  coward  or  a  slacker, 

Tho'  the  many  deem  him  such. 
But  a  man  ;  as  times  grow  blacker  ; 

Folks  will  learn  to  prize  him  much. 

Yet  we  talk  of  all  our  learning, 

Still  to  arms  ;  each  nation  trusts, 
None  to  God's  ways  truly  yearning, 

All  prefer  the  bayonet  thrusts  ; 
We  must  cease  to  war  resorting 

And  corne  down  as  children  meek, 
To  the  nation  thus  exhorting 

Christ  has  shown  the  way  they  seek. 
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ON  PLEASURE  BENT. 

I  journey  along  with  a  heart  light  and  easy 
The  sun  bright  above  fills  my  soul  with  de- 
light, 

The  motors  whiz  past  at  a  pace  that  is  breezy, 
And  all  round  about  is  so  fair  to  the  sight. 

The  folks  leave  the  city,  its  toil  and  its  clamour, 
To  gaze  for  a  while  on  Nature,  impressed, 

'Mid  scenes  of  the  country  which  them  so  en- 
amour 
They  seem  as  if  living  in  the  land  of  the  blest. 

I  hie  me  away  to  that  place  Invergowrie, 

In  quest  of  some  friends  I  hope  there  to  meet, 

Who  mutual  love  claim  as  their  own  marriage 

dowry, 
No  mansion  e'er  held  a  joy  more  complete. 

My  friends  now  I  meet  and  how  warm  is  the 

greeting 

Extended  to  me  in  their  newly-made  home, 
We  sit  down   to   tea  and   its   wholesome   fare 

eating, 
Then  together  we  go  in  the  country  to  roam. 
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How    pleasant    it   is   'mid   the   scent   of   sweet 

flowers 

And  trees  in  their  foliage  so  lovely  to  view, 
To  ramble  around  and  enjoy  happy  hours, 
While  larks  pipe  their  song  from  the  heavens 
of  blue. 

But  now  I  must  leave  to  the  city  returning, 
My  thoughts  they  are  centred  on  such  hal- 
lowed blisSi 

And  deep  in  my  heart  is  the  hope  ever  burning 
Of  awaking  the  masses  to  the  joys  which  they 
miss. 

If  they'd  abolish  the  drink,  and  install  Prohibi- 
tion, 

And  work  as  they  pray,  then  we'd  surely  sur- 
vive. 

With  clear-headed  Statesmen  whose  only  am- 
bition 

Is  the  welfare  of  country  that  the  people  may 
thrive. 


Loom  Lays  of  Love  and  War.  27 


MY  HOLIDAYS  AT  METHIL  AND 
LEVEN. 

I'm  back  again  in  Leven, 

Losh  me,  hoo  things  hae  cheenged, 
A'  roond  aboot  seems  grievin' 

An'  the  place  is  sair  dereenged. 

The  beach  seems  melancholy 

Noo  the  Pierrots  are  awa', 
An'  the  lasses  aye  sae  jolly 

Scarce  a  laugh  can  raise  ava. 

There's  a  gloomy  deid  oppression 
Which  the  sun  canna  dispel, 

An'  it  loads  ye  wi'  depression 

That  mere  words  cou'd  never  tell. 

In  my  mind  1  seem  tae  picture 
Hoo  things  are  sae  dowie  here, 

"Tis  the  feelin'  o'  restricture 
Wi'  its  war-like  atmosphere. 

Roond  the  docks  ye  canna  wan'er 

Lest  a  permit  ye  hae  got, 
An'  in  evenin'  shuid  ye  dan'er 

There's  a  danger  ye'll  get  shot. 
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If  ye  go  upon  a  tramcar 

Its  the  "  fair  "  wha  tak'  yer  fare  ; 
At  the  station,  porter  lassies  are 

The  limit,  tae,  I'm  shair. 

A5  wey  ye  gang  it's  weemin 
Wha  are  oot  upon  the  job. 

At  the  picture  shows  it's  seemin' 
They  can  draw  the  ready  "  Bob." 

I  thocht  I  needed  shavin', 

Sae  went  tae  a  barber's  shop, 

Here  a  female  form  wis  wavin' 
At  a  razor  on  a  strop. 

An'  the  feelin'  that  cam'  ower  me 
As  she  rubbed  me  on  the  chin, 

Made  the  thocht  o'  lasses  cower  me, 
Whan  wi'  razors  they  begin. 

Noo  a  cheenge  o'  scene  I'm  wantin', 
Sae  tae  Falkland  I  will  drive, 

Auld  mem'ries  ever  hauntin' 

Bids  me  houp  that  a'  there  thrive. 

I'll  be  hame  again  the  morn, 
I'm  a  kin'  o'  lost  myseF, 

An'  o'  glamour  life  is  shorn 

Whan  yer  lanesome  ye  dae  dwell. 
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"LINES"  TO  MY  UNCLE,  DAVID  PERT, 
FISHERMAN. 

I'm  lollin'  on  the  grass  again, 

Nae  wark  hae  I  tae  dae  ; 
My  pencil  I  can  ne'er  restrain, 

Sae  listen!  whit  I  say. 

I've  had  an  easy  week  o'  it, 

But  noo  it's  near  an'  end  ; 
I'll  hae  tae  start  an'  dae  my  bit 

If  I  want  cash  tae  spend. 
Nae  doot  I'll  start  refreshed  anew 

My  labours  tae  begin, 
The  seaside  air  can  sae  imbue 

New  energies  within. 

I've  aften  winder'd  'boot  the  sea 

An'  a'  that  in  it  dwell, 
But  noo  its  stores  I've  had  full  pree, 

An'  preein'  them  can  tell. 
I've  dined  on  herrin',  haddies,  flukes, 

An'  mackeral  as  well, 
An'  crooners,  tae,  frae  Davie's  hooks, 

Hoo  sweet  thae  fishie's  smell. 

Lang  may  ye  sail  yer  boatie  neat, 

An'  whan  yer  sailin's  dune, 
Ower  Jordan's  stream  ;  tae  rest  sae  sweet 

In  Heaven's  hame  abune. 
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TAE   A  NEEBOUR  ON  HOLIDAY. 

Altho'  for  lang  I've  kent  ye  baith, 
An'  tae  crack  wi'  ye  wis  never  laith  ! 
But  noo  tae  write  in  verse  I'm  sweer, 
I  ken  my  failin's  ;  tho'  sincere. 

In  wark  like  this  you  fairly  shine, 
Your  verses  aft  I  wish  were  mine  ; 
They  seem  tae  come  juist  pit-a-pat — 
An'  aye  ye  strik'  the  nail  at  that. 

Full  weel  I  ken  ye'll  no  be  hard, 
On  ane  wha  fain  wad  be  a  bard  ; 
My  help,  is  hoo  I  you  regard, 
I  trust  ye'll  get  your  due  reward. 

Here's  tae  ye  baith,  an'  may  ye  feel 
The  jaunt  has  made  ye  unco  weel, 
An'  wi'  the  rest  an'  simmer  air — 
Forbye  the  halesome  country  fare. 

The  scent  o'  country  mornin'  dew 
Will  gar  yer  hairts  tae  stir  anew, 
An'  mak'  ye  feel  afore  your  dune 
As  if  ye  were  on  honeymune. 

An'  gin  auld  Sol  wad  kindly  smile, 
I'm  shair  the  'oors  tae  sweet  beguile, 
Round  Po'rie  wey  ye'd  raise  a  smile, 
Tae  spread  alang  frae  stile  tae  stile. 
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If  ye  shuid  tak'  yer  \vritin'  gear, 
Nae  doot  frae  you  we  a'  wad  hear, 
I'd  like  to  ken,  juist  bye-the-bye, 
Hoo  "  Grumphy  "  fares  in  his  auld  sty. 

Noo  as  I  at  my  tea  dae  sit, 
At  oor  door  sudden  stops  a  fit, 
I  winder  whit  it  a'  can  be, 
Juist  then  the  postie  says  tae  me. 

Here  is  a  richt  screed  noo  tae  ye, 
I  see  the  letter  ;  losh  keep  me — 
Sma'  winder  that  he  hau  tae  stan* 
Dumfooner'd,  like  a  fish  on  Ian'. 

Its  no  juist  every  day  they  ca' 

Wi'  sic  a  letter,  written  a' 

Across  the  envelope  in  rhyme — 

A  welcome  cheenge  in  oor  dull  clime. 

Gie  Mrs.  F.  my  kind  respeck, 
I  houp  that  she  will  no  negleck 
Tae  tak  the  rest  cure  whan  awa', 
An'  a'  the  ozone  she  can  draw. 

As  idly  never  cou'd  she  sit ; 
She  has  a  hobby  ;  its  tae  knit — 
Or  work  awa'  till  a'  is  clean, 
An'  shinin'  like  a  new-made  preen. 
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A  SODGER'S  FUNERAL. 

Alang  oor  streets  at  stately  gait 

The  stalwart  sodgers  mairchin'  slow, 
Wi'  guns  reversed  ;  tae  comrade  late 

Their  last  respecks  on  airth  thae  show  ; 
Hoo  solemn  'tis  wi'  muffled  drum 

An'  pipers  playin'  their  lament, 
Tae  watch  the  crood  wi'  silence  dumb, 

In  life  I'm  shair  he  wis  weel  kent. 

An'  'mang  the  thrang  twa  lassies  fair, 

Their  een  bore  traces  sair  o'  greetin', 
Their  thochts  gane  back  tae  brither's  care, 

Or  was't  a  lover  nae  mair  meetin', 
Wha'd  shed  his  bluid  on  battle's  plain, 

His  corpse  wi'  ithers  fertilisin' 
The  fields  bedewed  wi'  bluidy  rain — 

Ower  far  awa'  we're  no  realisin'  ? 

The  tragedy  o'  life  an'  deith 

'Mang  shell-swept  zones  maun  be  appallin', 
An'  yet  at  hame  wi'  a'  their  breith 

They  sing  o'  war  as  if  enthrallin', 
But  farther  on  my  gaze  is  fixed, 

I  see  a  crippled  man  appealin' 
Wi'  pavement  picters  ;  my  thochts  are  mixed, 

I  see  his  sleeve  "  twa  wounds  "  revealin'. 


Loom  Lays  of  Love  and  War.  33 


THE  JOYS  O'  HAME. 

I  like  my  faither's  aisy  chair, 
It  seems  tae  hae  some  charm, 

Whan  he  gaes  oot,  I  sit  doon  there 
Contentit,  free  frae  harm. 

It's  no  sae  awfu'  braw  ye'll  min', 
It's  auld  an'  gey  sair  dune, 

But  mem'ries  hover  roon'  it  kin', 
I'll  no  ferget  them  sune. 

My  time,  a  hantle  o'ts  ta'en  up 

Wi'  meetin's  I  atten', 
But  that's  hoo  hame  has  aye  its  gnip 

Whan  I've  a  nicht  tae  spen'. 

I  like  the  cosy  ingle  nook, 

The  ruddy,  blazin'  fire, 
An'  sweet  companionship  o'  book 

Which  mak's  the  mind  aspire. 

Abune  the  things  o'  ilka  day 
Tae  strive  oor  micht  an'  main, 

An'  brichter  mak'  the  wey  we  stray 
That  a'  may  see  it  plain. 

An'  whan  the  day's  wark  it  is  ower 
Hame  seems  the  guidin'  star, 

An'  a'  within  its  sacred  bower 
Gars  me  aye  love  it  better  far. 

c 
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A  RHYMING  LETTER. 

I'm  writin'  this  letter  tae  you,  lassie  dear, 
Tae  lat  ye  aye  ken  hoo  we're  a'  daein'  here, 
We're  workin'  awa'  juist  the  best  that  we  can, 
An'  aye  lookin'  forrit  wi'  houp  in  oor  plan ; 
The  reason  I  wrote  in  my  letter  tae  you 
In  the  strain  that  I  did,  weel  my  thochts  they 

were  f  ou 

O'  the  dreid  I  wis  stealin'  anither's  affection, 
An'  supplantin'  my  ain  for  your  kind  inspection  ; 
But  I'm  gled  lass  ye're  free,  an'  I  like  hoo  ye 

write, 

I'm  plaised  at  your  letter  an'  understan'  quite 
Hoo  ye  wish  noo  tae  wait  till  the  war  it  is  over, 
An'  peace  is  proclaimed,  that's  the  reason  you 

hover ; 

I'd  raither  hae  this  it  shows  prudence  in  you, 
An'  the  harder  tae  win  mak's  me  feel  ye  are 

true ; 

As  a  lass  for  the  noddin'  can  be  got  onie  day, 
But  alas !  for  the  lad  wha  is  tempted  that  way, 
There's  nae  love  tae  keep  an*  bind  them  the- 

gaither, 
They  cheenge  juist  as  aften  as  oor  cheengefu' 

weather ; 

But  a  love  that  is  honest  can  aye  haud  its  ain, 
An'  a  proof  o'  its  honour  is  faith  tae  retain, 
Wi'  unfalterin'  devotion,  sae  boundless  its  love, 
Till  deith  severs  hairts  an'  ca's  them  above. 
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DOVEINA  N.  MUNRO. 
AN  ACROSTIC. 

D  ove-like  glances  from  thy  eye 

0  ver  me  hath  cast  a  spell, 
V  ainly  do  I  seek  to  try 

E  ach  the  others  heart  to  tell ; 

1  nstilled  in  me  there  is  a  feeling, 
N  ame  it  love :  just  as  you  care, 

A  Iways  in  my  thoughts  you're  stealing, 

N  oon  or  night  you  still  are  there ! 

M  any  a  time  I've  wished  that  I 
U  nto  you  could  tell  Love's  tale ; 
N  ow  I've  ventured,  and  though  shy 
R  egrets  I've  none,  whate'er  prevail, 
O  nly  joy  should  this  avail. 
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IN  MEDITATION. 


AMELIA  RONALD. 

AN  ACROSTIC. 

A  gain  I  sit  me  down  to  write 

M  ore  verses  in  thy  praise, 

E  ach  time  it  gives  me  great  delight 

L  ove  tunes  to  thee,  to  raise, 

I  nspired  by  thee  I  seem  to  be, 

A  Ithough  you  do  not  show  it. 

R  uled  by  a  love,  which  will  not  flee 
O  h  very  well  you  know  it ; 
N  ow  in  my  heart  deep  set  there  see 
A  love  which  will  not  smother, 
L  ost  now  to  me  ;  if  so  you  be, 
D  ear  one,  I'll  find  another. 
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TRUE  JOY. 


MISS  B.  OGILVIE. 
AN  ACROSTIC. 

M  y  pen  to  you  will  now  reveal 
I  n  writing,  once  again, 
S  ome  measure  of  the  joy  I  feel, 
S  o  pleasing  seems  the  strain. 

B  efore  me  as  I  see  you  go 

0  n  paths  of  faith  proceeding, 

G  od's  ways  you  travel  all  aglow 

1  n  trust,  naught  e'er  exceeding  ; 

L  et  not  thy  heart  grow  faint  or  weary,. 
V  ain  thoughts  ne'er  entering  in, 
I  nstil  within  thy  soul  so  cheery 
Each  day,  anew,  to  banish  sin. 
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TO  A  BANDMASTER. 

D  ays  are  flying  O  so  fleetly, 
A  11  too  soon  they  pass  away, 
V  oices  once  that  sang  so  sweetly, 
I  n  our  mem'ries  only  stay. 
D  aily  then  attune  thy  heart 

M  usic's  charm  resembling,  sweet, 

D  o  your  best  it  will  impart 

0  'er  the  world  a  joyous  beat. 

1  f  you  conduct,  in  time,  this  measure, 

G  ood  will  come  which  you  can  treasure. 
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MISS  JANET  PRYDE. 
AN  ACROSTIC. 

M  any  a  time  within  myself 
I  Ve  wished  to  call  you  mine, 
S  omething  attractive  in  thyself 
S  o  pleasing,  nigh  divine. 

J  ust  took  my  fancy  and  my  eye 
A  nd  set  in  me  love's  thrill ; 
N  ow  that  I've  told  the  reason  why 
E  ach  night  my  dreams  you  fill ; 
T  ell  me,  Janet,  if  it  seems 

P  resumption  on  my  part, 

R  egarding  you  to  have  such  schemes — 

Y  ou  could  not  give  your  heart  ? 

D  on't  be  timorous  now  to  say 

"  E  ver  yours  "  ;  or  even  "  nay." 
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TO  A  CHRISTIAN  WORKER. 


GEORGE  NELSON. 
AN  ACROSTIC. 

G  o  forth  and  shed  a  beacon  light 
E  arth's  darkness  deep  dispelling, 
O'er  all  the  land  of  misery's  blight 
R  ing  out  the  gospel  telling  : 
G  od  ne'er  intended  man  to  kill ; 
E  ach  one  should  be  a  brother. 

N  e'er  hesitate  to  do  God's  will, 

E  ach  love  ye,  one  another ; 

L  ead  those  whose  erring  feet  would  stray 

S  ins  roadway  so  alluring, 

O  n  Christ  to  lean  ;  our  only  stay, 

N  o  friendship  so  enduring. 
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MISS  EDITH  TYE. 
AN  ACROSTIC. 

M  y  thoughts  to  you  they  often  turn, 
I  wonder  if  you  care 
S  ufficient  for  them  that  you'd  mourn 
S  hould  I  not  with  you  share 

E  ach  passing  day  a  pleasant  dream, 

D  evoted  to  each  other, 

I  n  mem'ries  garden   I   might  scheme 

T  o  be  more  than  a  brother. 

H  ave  faith  and  may  your  future  be 

T  inged  with  a  rosy  sky, 

Y  our  heart  I'll  seek  and  if  yet  free 

E  re  long  the  knot  with  Edith  Tye. 
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WILLIAM  R.  FORBES. 

AN  ACROSTIC. 

W  e  weep  not  bitter  tears  of  grief, 

1 11s  cease  to  give  him  pain ; 

L  et  us  be  thankful  his  relief 

L  eads  to  a  Heavenly  gain. 

I  ne'er  can  meet  a  kindlier  heart 

A  ttuned  in  happier  key, 

M  ore  patient  bearing  troubles  part 

R  ef  raining  troubles  plea. 

F  rom  such  a  life  is  message  sent 

O  f  hope  and  joy  to  all, 

R  edolent  with  a  calm  content 

B  ows  to  the  Master's  call. 

E  arth's  journey  ended,  labour  o'er, 

S  afely  befriended,  o'er  Jordan's  shore. 
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WAR  WEARY. 

When  will  this  dreadful  carnage  cease, 

When  will  the  nations  live  in  peace, 

When  will  humanity  be  taught 

War's  tears  and  blood  are  shed  for  naught  ? 

How  futile  now  that  manhood's  bloom 

Thus  wasted  means  each  nation's  tomb  ; 

Guns  settle  nothing,  but  the  hash 

Of  men  or  forts  they're  out  to  smash, 

Which  hinders  progress  all  the  time 

And  feeds  on  hatred  in  each  clime  ; 

Where  happiness  should  reign  the  while 

All  seem  depressed,  where  all  should  smile. 

When  shall  we  seek  this  high  ideal 

And  from  our  hearts  sing  as  we  feel 

Peace  and  goodwill  ? — thrice  welcome  strain  ; 

Avaunt,  ye  patriots,  and  now  abstain 

From  making  boundary  lines  your  claim. 

Extend  in  comradeship  your  name, 

And  each  to  humbly  bow  the  knee 

And  worship  God — not  gold — then  we 

Will  prosper,  and  throw  off  the  mask 

Which  cloaks  religion  ;  then  the  task 

Of  teaching  lives  to  nobly  run, 

And  ne'er  to  wield  a  sword  or  gun  ; 

But  love  transcending  over  all, 

A  brother's  grief,  a  brother's  fall ! 

No  caste  or  colour,  race  or  creed, 

God's  creatures  all  by  all  agreed ; 

Then  let  us  seek  in  wisdom's  court 

Our  heavenly  guide  and  strong  support. 
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TRUE  DEFENCE  OF  THE  REALM. 

We've  heard  the  people  cry  "  Abstain 
From  drink,  and  let  the  country  gain 
While  war  is  on  ;  the  victory's  sure 
If  we  can  from  this  curse  endure 
Till  such  a  time  when  war  will  cease 
And  troops  demobilise  for  peace : 
Then  all  may  have  the  fullest  rein, 
And  all  may  quaff  their  glass  again." 
To  me  it  seems  "  if  "  war  be  right, 
Then  let  us  war  with  all  our  might ; 
And  when  there's  no  more  foes  to  slay 
We'll  quarrel  o'er  the  spoil's  array. 
Thus  those  who  allied  are  in  cause 
With  us  to  crush  all  tyrant  laws 
Will  each  be  claiming  as  their  own 
The  right  as  monarch  of  the  throne  ; 
And  battles  o'er  again  will  rage 
Like  plays  reacted  on  the  stage. 
But  Prohibition  is  our  aim, 
A  nobler  and  a  higher  game  ; 
Eradicating  from  our  land 
The  scourge  of  drink,  we  take  our  stand. 
No  compromise — our  object's  plain — 
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To  free  our  land  from  this  vile  stain, 

That  generations  yet  unborn 

Through  drink  will  ne'er  have  cause  to  mourn ; 

But  happy  homes  and  cheerful  wives 

Will  tend  to  make  more  moral  lives ; 

And  with  our  vision  then  so  clear, 

Our  country's  welfare  we'll  hold  dear. 

No  thoughts  of  war  our  hearts  will  fire 

With  frenzied  hate  and  keen  desire 

To  seek  our  fellow-man  to  slay. 

We've  learned  a  truly  better  way 

In  which  to  work  in  God's  own  cause, 

Adhering  strictly  to  His  laws. 

The  sacredness  of  life  we'll  prize — 

In  that  alone  our  basis  lies. 

So,  firmly  built  upon  that  Rock, 

We'll  stand  the  fiercest  tempest's  shock. 

In  theory,  this  is  then  our  plan  ; 

In  practice,  brotherhood  of  man. 

No  more  of  war,  no  more  of  Huns  ; 

No  more  of  swords,  no  more  of  guns  ; 

No  more  of  music's  martial  strains ; 

No  more  of  pride  within  our  veins. 

But  more  of  Christ,  and  more  of  love, 

And  more  of  faith  in  Heaven  above. 

With  more  sincerity  imbue 

Our  hearts,  that  we  may  up  and  do. 
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SUNDAY  IMPRESSIONS. 

Let  consecration  fill  thy  soul 

And  dedicate  thyself  anew, 
Let  transient  joys  ne'er  you  control, 

But  thoughts  eternal  fresh  imbue. 
Drink  of  the  sacred  living  stream, 

Quench  there  thy  parched  tongue, 
This  day  conserve  to  Heaven's  gleam 

While  "  Te  Deum  "  in  church  is  sung. 

In  reverential  fervour  kneel. 

Commune  with  God  alone ; 
Impartial  judge,  thy  faith  can  feel, 

The  suppliant's  needs  will  sure  atone. 
Devoutly  tread  the  narrow  way 

Tho'  heavy  seem  the  task, 
God  gives  the  strength,  the  help  and  stay 

To  all  in  truth  who  ask. 

The  glittering  gems  of  worldly  gain 
Too  oft  delusive  snares  have  been, 

Their  hollowness,  revealed  in  pain 
Reflections  glance  has  always  seen. 
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Pause  on  the  threshold  of  thy  life, 

No  dubious  way  entrancing  ; 
Work  out  God's  will  'mid  all  this  strife, 

His  kingdom  here  advancing. 

Leave  politicians  and  their  schemes 

The  drink  curse  regulating, 
Exploitation  of  workers  seems 

In  State  purchase  captivating. 
Drink  causes  poverty  and  crime, 

Statistics  prove  our  theory  ; 
To  nationalise  our  degraded  slime, 

Is  this  our  best  I  query? 

I  now  suggest  our  only  hope 

Is  found  in  total  abolition, 
A  truer  sense  and  wider  scope 

Demands  drink's  prohibition. 
With  this  accomplished,  paved  the  way 

All  social  evils  exterminating, 
We'll  herald  in  the  gladsome  day 

With  praise  to  God  our  hearts  elating. 


48  Loom  Lays  of  Love  and  War. 


CONTENTMENT. 

Light  is  the  heart  whose  cheery  song 
Makes  work  seem  just  like  play ; 

And  happy  they  the  whole  day  long 
Who  sing  dull  care  away. 

Tho'  little  wealth  may  be  their  lot, 
Abundant  pleasure  they  will  find, 

As  health  and  happiness  they've  got 
With  calm,  contented  peace  of  mind. 

No  thought  of  fame  or  laurels  won — 

They  humbly  did  their  best, 
With  reverence,  when  their  life  is  done, 

We  lay  them  down  to  rest. 

Where  graves  are  green,  and  on  the  sod 

The  daisy  nods  its  head  ; 
Awaiting  trumpet  call  from  God 

They  sleep ;  among  the  dead. 
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MY  CONSOLATION. 

I  sit  and  think  as  pondering  o'er 
The  times  that  we  have  had, 

When  idle  fancy  used  to  soar 
To  themes  which  made  me  glad. 

But  though  by  you  I'm  left  to  drift, 

No  grudge  to  you  I  bear  ; 
Nay,  rather,  in  thy  praise  I'd  lift 

My  voice  to  give  its  share. 

How  loth  with  thee  I  was  to  part, 
I  yet  your  memory  fondly  cherish  ; 

And  friendly  feelings  from  the  heart 
I  hold  for  you,  which  shall  not  perish. 
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A  BIRTHDAY  WISH  TO   A  LADY 
FRIEND. 

May  joy  with  you  always  abound, 

Your  life  one  lasting  round  of  pleasure  ; 
When  fortune  hands  her  gifts  around, 

I  wish  you  luck,  and  ample  measure ; 
While  through  the  future,  as  the  years 

Change  sunny  locks  to  silver  tresses, 
With  joyful  heart  dispelling  fears, 

My  view  of  you,  thus  so  impresses. 

Thus  would  I  like  your  life  to  be 

Charged  full  of  joy,  not  idle  leisure, 
And  kindly  acts  when  done  by  thee 

The  golden  rule  denotes  you  treasure  ; 
Sincere  regard  I  have  for  you, 

Don't  put  it  down  as  folly, 
I've  met  a  girl  (perhaps  a  few), 

But  never  one  so  jolly. 

Just  like  the  brook  I  could  go  on 

For  ever  and  for  ever, 
But  as  I  know  I  am  no  "  Don," 

Nor  am  I  very  clever. 
I  now  conclude,  if  somewhat  crude, 

My  verses  mean  to  say, 
May  ne'er  a  sorrow  e'er  intrude 

But  sweet  your  peaceful  way. 
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LOVE  AND   FLIRTATION. 

When  at  our  meeting 

Joy  filled  my  heart, 
Told  of  thy  greeting 

Loth  then  to  part ; 
When  I  behold  thee 

Radiant  and  fair, 
Love  in  its  spell  see 

Holding  me  there. 

In  my  dreams  waking 

First  thoughts  were  you, 
Faith  never  shaking, 

Constant  and  true ; 
Flowers  in  their  sweetness, 

Mellow  and  rare, 
Oft  in  repleteness 

You  I'd  compare. 

Happy  my  soul,  dear, 

Calm  and  serene, 
Loved  you  sincere, 

Called  you  my  Queen  ; 
Bright  was  thy  smile, 

Sweet  to  behold, 
Free  from  all  guile, 

Rapture  untold. 

Thus  I  believing 

Trusted  you  all, 
You  but  deceiving — 

Sad  to  recall! 


52  Loom  Lays  of  Love  and  War. 

Hope  in  my  breast  when 

Love  held  in  thrall, 
Sad  were  the  tears  then, 


Bitter  as  gall. 


Past  recollections 

Time  cannot  sever, 
Now  but  reflections 

Haunting  for  ever ; 
After  thy  wanderings 

Availing  thee  nought, 
Tired  of  thy  panderings 

A  refuge  is  sought. 

Little  they'd  prize  thee, 

Fickle  you've  proved, 
Toyed  with  despised  see  ? 

Ne'er  to  be  loved  ; 
Had  I  but  known 

Tears  would  ne'er  flow, 
You  I'd  disown 

Free  then  to  go. 

Yet  after  long  years 

Were  we  to  meet, 
With  anguish  and  tears 

You  I  would  greet ; 
No  voice  upbraiding 

Giving  expression, 
Silence  pervading 

Learned  late  a  lesson. 
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PASSIONS. 

Some  talk  of  passions'  venting 

As  if  they  were  quite  just, 
While  souls  are  soiled  consenting 

To  what  is  only  lust. 

To  whet  a  passing  glamour 
A  thought  steals  in  the  breast, 

Of  veiled  deceitful  amour, 
The  truth  is  ne'er  confessed. 

Remorseful  pangs  will  touch  the  heart 
Which  cannot  be  appeased, 

With  lightning  speed  it  sends  its  dart 
Our  anguish  ne'er  is  eased. 

And  harrowed  is  the  heart  of  all 

Who  thus  pretending  be, 
The  vicious  joys  so  soon  will  pall 

And  conscience  ne'er  be  free. 

So  cast  thy  glance  to  virtue's  way 

Where  all  is  sacred,  sweet, 
And  let  thy  mind  seek  in  its  sway 

Companionship  so  r.ieet. 
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"  The  best  of  men  have  erred,"  they  stiy, 
Then  let  their  errors  mark, 

A  pathway  which  you  will  not  stray 
But  to  their  failings  hark. 

They've  learned  in  life  that  sweetness 

Is  found  in  virtue's  charm, 
Its  gracious  full  completeness 

Can  soothe  the  mind's  alarm. 

Thus  joys  and  pleasures  gaining 

To  others  loss  we  owe, 
Then  keep  on  firm  retaining 

That  we  may  others  show. 

The  wisdom  drawn  from  follies'  well 
What  heavy  price  was  paid, 

But  now  its  free  for  us  to  tell 
Where  tempting  traps  are  laid. 

In  follies'  bright  allurement 

There  lies  a  hidden  snare, 
To  rest  in  firm  securement 

Its  blandishments  beware. 

Take  as  thy  pathway  in  this  world 

The  upward,  onward  road, 
New  pleasures  daily  are  unfurled 

To  those  who  thus  have  trod. 
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A  SOLILOQUY. 

When  depressed  with  load  of  sorrow 
Brooding-  o'er  the  days  gone  by, 

Seek  from  hope  a  gleam  to  borrow, 
Do  not  idly  sit  and  sigh. 

There  are  thoughts  we  all  should  cherish, 
Linked  to  memories  we  hold  dear, 

Built  on  faith  which  ne'er  will  perish 
Though  the  world  be  e'er  so  drear. 

Strive  your  best  it  yet  will  brighten 
And  again  the  sun  will  shine, 

Drooping  hearts  it  yet  will  lighten 
With  the  promise  most  divine. 

If  we  work  our  own  salvation, 
Guided  by  the  Master's  hand, 

We  shall  reach  our  destination, 
And  His  workings  understand. 
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TO  A  NURSE :  WOMAN'S  NOBLEST 
SPHERE. 

What  choice  of  occupation  thine, 
So  fitting  of  a  cause  divine  ; 
A  woman's  hand  to  tend  and  smooth 
The  pains  of  life,  how  sweet  they  soothe, 
May  we  their  labours  prize  and  bless 
Who  minister  in  sore  distress  ; 
Affliction's  bed  thy  ready  call, 
Will  bring  relief  and  leave  a  thrall, 
A  feeling  and  a  prospect  bright, 
You  shed  a  hallowed  sacred  light 
Where'er  you  tread  on  duty's  way, 
There  lingers  love  that  holds  in  sway 
The  finer  thoughts  of  life  we  know, 
In  work  each  day  thus  do  you  show, 
No  recompense  on  earth  can  give 
Commensurate  to  those  who  live 
And  pass  their  time  in  doing  good 
In  helping  others  ;  as  all  should. 
Thy  striving  has  not  been  in  vain, 
The  world  is  richer  for  the  gain  ; 
And  brighter  beams  celestial  gleam 
Of  Heaven's  home  o'er  Jordan's  stream, 
Where  all  is  peace  and  happy  glow, 
'Mid  angel  forms  of  those  we  know. 
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TO  CHUMS  ABROAD. 

Come  cheer  up  now,  the  world  is  gay, 

Now  make  the  welkin  ring, 
And  in  your  lives  a  little  ray 

Of  sunshine  it  will  bring. 

We  are  but  here  a  few  short  years, 

Let's  all  be  gay  and  hearty, 
And  in  our  midst  be  there  no  tears — 

At  least  among  this  party. 

We  have  been  chums  quite  long  enough 

To  know  each  other  well, 
If  in  this  world  we've  had  it  rough, 

We've  had  it  smooth  in  friendship's  spell. 

May  fate  be  kind,  your  life  well  planned, 
Your  conscience  ne'er  be  pricking, 

My  sentiments  just  as  they  stand 
Will  take  a  lot  of  licking. 
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IN  FREENDSHIP'S  NAME. 

I  canna  tak'  ma  thochts  awa' 

Frae  Scotland  an'  its  hills, 
Its  heather,  an'  its  bluebells  sma' 

In  me  new  joy  instills. 

There's  nae  doot  ye'll  be  thinkin'  tae 

O'  days  bygane  sae  lang, 
Whan  bairnies  we  wad  romp  an'  play, 

An'  hamely  lilts  we  sang. 

It  seems  as  if  it  were  yestreen, 
My  thochts  they  wan'er  back 

Tae  ploys,  an'  joys,  we  twa  atween, 
My  wird  !  we  wer'na  slack. 

This  verse  tae  you,  freend  leal  an'  true, 

I  cou'dna  you  forget  ava ; 
Tho'  war  may  rage  an'  things  look  blue, 

I'll  min'  o'  you  tho'  far  awa'. 
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GREETINGS  FRAE  DUNDEE. 

Frae  Dundee  whaur  the  jam  is  made, 
The  toon  that  jute  has  made  her  trade, 

This  verse  is  sent  tae  gie  you  cheer, 
At  pairtin'  o'  anither  year. 

May  be  yer  thochts  will  be  aince  mair 
Wi'  freen's  at  hame  wha  yuist  tae  shair, 
The  pleasures  o'  first  fittin'  nicht, 
Whan  we'd  enjoy  oorsel's  a'  richt. 

Thae  days  may  seem  far  aff  tae  you, 
Yet  lat  my  caird  again  renew, 

The  time  whan  frolic,  mirth  an'  sang 
Wad  drive  dull  care  awa'  for  lang. 

Tho'  far  awa'  may  ye  contrive, 
Tae  lat  us  ken  ye're  aye  alive, 

An'  tho'  we  canna  hae  a  meetin', 
Juist  sen'  alang  yer  'Xmas  greetin'. 
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AYE  FREENDS. 

As  chums  we  pairted  lang  ago, 

An'  the'  the  seas  divide, 
Still  freendship  clings,  an'  richtly  so, 

Whate'er  us  twa  betide. 

As  laddies  we  hae  haen  oor  day, 

A'  coont  an'  care  defyin', 
But  noo  we  wrastle  up  life's  brae 

Auld  time,  there's  nae  denyin'. 

Lat  this  wee  verse  my  wish  express, 
As  Christmas  time  comes  roond, 

May  fortune  free  ye  frae  distress, 
An'  joy  wi'  ye  aboond. 
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MY  THANKS 

On  receiving  a  book  of  poems  from  the  Rev. 
Henry  Williamson. 

My  thanks  to  you  let  me  convey 

In  just  these  simple  lines, 
The  words  my  lips  would  frame  and  say 

In  gratitude  ;  my  heart  inclines. 

Your  action  kindly  I  esteem 

In  giving  me  that  book, 
I've  scanned  its  pages  and  they  teem 

With  moralisings  keen  outlook. 

Its  poets  from  each  different  age 

Their  view  of  life  each  tell, 
I  follow  them  from  page  to  page 

Enraptured  by  their  spell. 

My  mind  so  fired  by  thougnts  inspired 
From  nobler  themes  than  mine, 

Would  seek  to  banish  thoughts  desired 
Through  passion's  ill  design. 

And  wanton  thoughts  to  bring  to  nought 
The  maxim's  worth  repeating, 

"  For  want  of  thought  evil  is  wrought," 
And  in  its  wake  remorse  entreating. 

The  better  side  of  life  to  know, 

The  meaner  acts  so  scorning, 
To  shed  abroad  a  healthy  glow 

My  humble  rank  adorning. 
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ROBERT   BURNS:    AN  APPRECIATION. 

Lines  suggested  on  reading  the  scathing  criticism 

of  Burns  by  Sir  Robert  Bridges,  Poet  Laureate. 

O  land  of  Burns,  where  muse  inspired 
Her  ploughman  son's  poetic  fire, 

To  send  broadcast  as  he  desired 
His  themes  of  love  or  railing  ire. 

All  Scotsmen  worthy  of  the  name 

Pay  tribute  to  the  bard, 
Who  sang  the  lays  of  Scotia's  fame 

Yet  was  in  life  ill-starred. 

Tho'  prone  to  folly's  wayward  trend, 
His  failings  were  our  own  out-spoken, 

But  see  his  lines  "  To  a  young  friend," 
Indeed  they  form  a  worthy  token. 

"  Thou  lingering  star  "  which  ne'er  will  fade, 
He  makes  appeal  to  every  heart, 

The  depth  of  love,  which  parting  made 
The  tear  of  anguish  freely  start 

And  then  again  his  soul  impressed 
While  modest  daisy  he  must  crush, 

Or  when  with  ploughshare  he,  distressed, 
Observed  the  mouse  affrighted  rush. 

He  taught  the  lesson  well  and  good, 
And  gave  us  food  for  thought, 

While  some  may  harshly  deem  him  rude 
His  works  are  message  fraught. 

Tho'  "  Bridges  "  totter  and  decay, 
Yet  "  Burns  "  keep  to  their  course, 

And  hold  o'er  all  a  kingly  sway 
Which  time  can  ne'er  divorce. 
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TO  AN  ENGLISH  GIRL. 

I've  been  looking  for  a  letter, 
And  although  'tis  somewhat  late, 

Write  it  now  I'll  like  it  better 
Just  because  I've  had  to  wait. 

Leave  me  not  with  the  impression 

English  girls  are  very  mean, 
Rather  would  I  make  confession 

You're  the  fairest  one  I've  seen. 

Write   me  if  in   friendship  only, 

Tell  me  it  is  nothing  more, 
We  can  part  yet  e'en  when  lonely 

Your  mem'ry  I  may  still  adore. 

Although  just  now  I'm  far  from  you, 
There's  a  saying  true  and  trite, 

"  Distance  lends  enchantment  to  the  view," 
Be  a  woman,  now,  and  write. 
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LOVE  LINGERS  LONG. 

Thy  face  before  me  yet  I  see, 

Tho'  years  have  come  and  gone, 
Since  last  you  parted,  dear,  from  me, 

And  left  me  sad  and  lone. 
I  often  wonder  how  you  fare, 

If  friends  you  meet  are  true, 
Or  if  your  heart  is  full  of  care, 

Tho'  skies  are  brightest  blue. 

Perhaps  we'll  meet  again,  dear  ; 

And  when  our  story's  told, 
Our  doubt  and  fear  make  mem'ry's  tear 

Tell  no  friendship  like  the  old. 
The  old  love  fresh  awaking 

New  life  it  then  will  give, 
All  selfish  thoughts  forsaking, 

We  then  may  truly  live. 
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